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having its effect even on Saturday morning, and so he
walked quickly for once. He was ready for dinner and
he knew that dinner would be ready for him. On Satur-
days and Sundays, his landlady provided dinner as well
as breakfast, and, indeed, was not averse to laying out
a bit of tea, too, if that should be called for, Turgis
having been with her now for eighteen months and
having proved himself to be-by Nathaniel Street
standards, which are based on a bitter knowledge of this
world-a good quiet lodger, sober, and punctual in his
payments. During the week, he had, officially, nothing
but breakfast in the house, and had to shift for himself
for his other meals, which followed a descending scale
of luxury every fortnight, beginning with the alternate
week-ends when he was paid. Thus, every other
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Turgis was well fed,
and every other Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, he was
comparatively half starved. At a pinch, however, his
landlady would always give him a little supper. They
were all friendly together. They had to be, for they all
used the same back room for meals. The bed-sitting
room that Turgis had at the top of the house, so small
that the iron bedstead, the yellow washstand, the three
deal drawers, the lopsided and groaning basket chair,
and the little old gas-fire, a genuine antique among
gas-fires, made it seem uncomfortably crowded with
furniture and fittings, was no place in which to feed.
It did not like being sat in, resented the sight of a cup
of tea and a biscuit, and the presence of one good plate-
ful of roast beef, potatoes, Brussels sprouts, and gravy,
would have completely finished it.
Number Nine, like all the other houses in Nathaniel
Street, was small and dark, and its gloom v little hall

